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PROLOGUE 


Graham O'Brien breathed deeply as he approached the woman hard at work at the 
TARDIS console room. 


He called her by her name, or was it more a title? He couldn't quite decide. She'd 
never told any of them her name. 


She didn't make a sound, nor did she hear one. 


Graham could swear he had been of reasonable volume, he looked over at Ryan and 
Yaz, wondering if they had heard him, they seemed lost in their own little world 
also, locked away in their own thoughts. 


He didn't want to burden Ryan with his apprehensions; Graham understood that his 
grandson was fresh off coping with the personal struggles of a close friend of his, 
Tibo. He was also aware Ryan was leaving this friend behind to take another trip 
across time, space, or anywhere in between, not knowing if Tibo would get up the 
next day and decide he’d much rather never wake up again. If that were to happen, 
how much ‘fun’ would life in the TARDIS still be, knowing it can take you even 
farther from where you need to be? 


In time, he would pick at his grandson's brain and discover what his day had been 
like, but for now he needed The Doctor to pick Ais. 


Graham called her name louder, more assertively. This time her ears did prick up, 
and her head rose. 


"You got a minute Doc?" 


"Sure, beats a minute's silence any day. | love me a day where a war is won. Those 
Eternals were a real handful" 


She stood before Graham, her arms folded, her eyes staring inquisitively into his. 


Graham leaned slightly on the console rather than face her upright. His legs were 
like jelly. 


Graham thought back to his nightmare from earlier, when he had seen Grace, his 
most recent beloved, the first thing he had said in reaction to her was that she 
wasn't A/s Doctor. 


Now, as he prepared to bear his soul to the alien physician he hoped would heal his 
wounds, he finally understood what those words had truly meant. 


"The thing is, Doc, | worry about getting sick again. You know, about the... about 
the cancer coming back. And | didn't know who to say it to, so | thought I'd say it to 
you. You know, seeing as you're a doctor" 


The Doctor tensed up, she gripped her folded arms tighter, Graham noticed she was 
apparently trying to get a reading on what lay between the lines, as if she had a 
hunch he was concealing a motive altogether different. 


Graham wished he could be little more than a fly on her wall at that moment, 
something that would distract her for but an instant, and be dismissed just as 
quickly. 


Maybe he already was to her. 

"You know, 'cos once... once you have it, it's with you the whole time. Not quite a 
shadow, but... Hey, don't get me wrong. | mean, my check-ups, they're all fine, but 
it... it made me think, you know and, er, | thought | should talk about it, 'cos those 
nightmares, | mean... Well, they made me realise that the fear is... is... is still there, 
you know" 

There was a short pause; Graham could tell The Doctor was scanning his 
expressions, his posture, everything about him, quite intensely, searching fora 
hidden meaning. 

Somehow he had managed to mesmerise her. 


And he just Aad to know. 


She caught a breath as she looked at him, and finally cast aside her bewilderment 
long enough to speak her mind. 


"| should say a reassuring thing now, shouldn't I?" 


"Yeah, probably" 


As if he needed to spell it out for her, he found himself startled that she believed 
she even needed his approval. Maybe she was already trying to write him off, that 
she thought the same as others do when confronted with the word 'cancer'’. That 
they just give in to their harshest fear, assuming the other half of the conversation 
was doing the same. 


No, no The Doc would never think like that thought Graham. If so, what would it 
take to convince her he was a//ve? 


Finally, The Doctor spoke. It had only taken a matter of seconds between Graham's 
response and her next one, but time in the TARDIS often slowed to a crawl. 


"I'm still quite socially awkward, so I'm just going to subtly walk towards the 
console and look at something. And then, in a minute, I'll think of something that | 
should've said... that might've been helpful" 

Graham let out a chuckle which served as both a relief and a blessing. He could 
laugh again, both in the face of fear, and the admission of said fear, for her 
curiosity, her attempts at ‘subtle’ instruction, and her delayed answer were all 
enough to convey something altogether stronger still to come. 

He hadn't been this excited since he first met Grace. 

"Ha! Okay. Well, I'm glad we had this chat, eh?" 

"Yeah" 

Both waited for the minute to pass in almost total silence, interrupted only by the 
chatter of Ryan and Yaz as they discussed just where it was life aboard this 


magnificent vessel would take them next. 


Graham, just as elated and as an over the moon as anyone after a kiss from their 
crush would be, struggled to contain yet another burst of satisfactory merriment. 


Where indeed? He thought. 


The Doctor pretended not to notice, and, deep down, she was relieved to find he 
was taking her instructions at face value and giving her space. 


He was such a good boy. 


If the body was willing, he'd wait forever. 


This is why she was perfectly comfortable with de/aying her answer. 
The cancer scare did more to unnerve her than Graham, she desired a distraction, 
and she desired exploration, a little risk, and adrenaline to clear her head. She had 


a time machine; the minute could wait, but could Graham's mortality? 


If her hearts were truly unbreakable, she would just tell him where he stood. She 
wouldn't need a minute to tell him three simple words. 


She was a lord of time, she would hold those words, that minute, close to those 
hearts of hers, and she would let go of them just yet. 


Was she being cruel, making him wait, or was she being cowardly? 
The answer wasn't simple. 


Nothing ever was. 


CHAPTER | 


To make their trip all the more interesting, the fam soon got busy putting together 
rocket streamers to celebrate China's imminent Lunar New Year. All around them, 
tiny drones danced and darted across the room, emitting holographic monitors that 
projected the four friends' faces across the whole of China. 

"Right, remember guys, this is a big moral boost we're giving the people of China 
for taking interest in the concept of time travel. It's a big leap for them to defy their 


superstitions like that; whole laws were put in place to deny any entries in the field" 


"Now Doc, you promised us there'd be no more soapbox lectures" Graham 
reminded her. 


"Yeah, most of our adventures are history lessons in themselves" Ryan added. 


As the 'Fam' set about their activity, Yasmin set off her streamer without a hitch, 
she giggled and excused herself as she needed to nip off to the bathroom. 


Graham went next, wishing the Chinese people well and pulling his streamer. Ryan 
swiftly followed. The time soon came for The Doctor to have her turn, but she was 


having a great deal of difficulty setting off her own rocket. 


As she struggled, Graham looked on, and noticed Ryan was staring back at him as 
he did so. He chose to take a seat. 


"C'mon, sit with granddad" 


Ryan leaned beside Graham, they both observed The Doctor as she struggled to set 
off their own rocket. 


"Do you think we should help her?" Ryan asked. 

"Nah, she just needs to put a bit of effort into it, don't you Doc?" 
The Doctor didn't reply. 

"She's listening" Graham said, making excuses that Ryan didn't buy. 
"| think it’s you that needs to listen right now" Ryan responded. 


"I'm all ears son" 


"Graham, you've got that look" 


"The look you used to give Nan every time you told her you loved her; you've got 
that look about you now" 


"Around who?" 


Ryan's eyes glanced ‘round to the front of the ship, prompting Graham to gaze at 
the oddball alien female before them. 


"Aw, no, no Ryan don't do this" 

"| have to Graham, | Aave to, and | need to make sense of this, you and me both" 
"Ryan, | loved your Nan, she was the best of both our worlds, and she made me 
better even when my body wouldn't heal. The best days of my life were spent with 
her 

"Every day is that now, with me, with Yasmin, with her" 

"So? The look's for a//of you then" 

"It's only when she's about Graham. You've got the look for her" 

"For the Doc? Crikey Ryan you have had a few benders" 

"It's true though isn't it? The way you've carried on around her lately" 


"In what way?" 


"Making that remark about your Speedos, who else could that have been for? 
Certainly not Yaz" 


"The Doc knew | was joking about that" Graham replied defensively. 
Ryan was not all that convinced. 


"| saw that look she gave you, first hand, she didn't know whether to be aroused or 
just plain disgusted" 


"Yeah, well, it's bound to be the latter with my luck" 


"Then you told Thomas Edison off, you made it clear that the TARDIS was hers and 
wasn't for sale. You came to her defence pretty quickly there. 


"OK, OK, so there have been a couple of times where I've went to bat for her, but 
let's not presume anything alright? She's a woman now, but she was a man before 
right? | don't swing that way son" 


"A friend of mine at work, Nathan, has a girlfriend, she started off as a man, they 
knew each other as blokes initially, after she let him know she was getting the op 
and needed the support, they just got closer emotionally, it wasn't about whether 
Nathan was gay or not, he just found his connection took on a deeper meaning" 


"Aw Ryan | don't know what to think now" Graham said, rubbing his forehead 
tensely, "I'm sorry, truly | am, life carries on though son, | told your Nan, right after 
she flew up to the heaven, that | wanted even more out of life than just those 
precious few years, that she'd want me to have more, including the opportunity to 
love again, not just to live again. Had | known it would affect the way you think, | 
would have confided in you more. For that | can't apologise enough" 


"You should ask y'know" 

"What?" 

"Ask her, if she feels the same way about you" 

"Oh | can't put her on the spot like that son" 

"But that's the same spot Nan put you in when she asked how you felt about her, 
she took a risk, and if what you feel now is true, she'd want you to take that risk 
too" 

Graham glanced over to the Doctor as she finally managed to set off the streamer. 


"Happy lunar new year China" she spoke into the camera. 


Graham got up, dusted himself off, put his hand in his pockets, and walked over to 
her, a hopeful Ryan looking on. 


"Doc?" 


"Oh hey, | managed to set it off, and this time it was only a party accessory, nota 


War... 


"Yeah, um, Doc, you, erm, do you...well, right how do | go about this? You've been 
around the odd galaxy, has there ever been a time you want more than 
companionship? Do you fancy..." 

"..A kip? Splendid idea, mind if | lie down for a couple of hours?" 

"Sure" 

"Thanks" 


The Doctor headed upstairs stairs to her bedroom, waving to Ryan as she went. 


Graham put his hands in his pockets, and let himself pace aimlessly around the 
console, looking like a lost puppy. 


"Well by our usual standards that went well" Ryan remarked. 


After a sound slumber, The Doctor awoke bright and cheerful, and found the ship 
had landed. 


She had promised her friends Mary Shelly, the prospect of visiting her on the 
evening that inspired her post-modern masterpiece Frankenstein was most inviting. 


Unfortunately, the TARDIS had other plans, and had taken them to the Mary Shelly 
Prometheus Lounge on the holiday resort of Sevron. 


"Well, can't argue with the miscalculations, it always seems to pick the best worst 
possible landings" 


"Where are we?" Ryan asked. 

"Sevron holiday resort. Nice cosy little beach town. We'll take the tour package, 
which gives us at least an hour of public access. We linger around longer, they 
charge us with the premium and I've never been made of that much money. | forked 
it all over for the desktop theme catalogue for the TARDIS console. That was my 
favourite that, my favourite pick was the coral" 

"| saw snaps of that in the library" 


"Oh, a bookworm are you? How much did you catch up on?" 


"Just the interesting bits" 


"Graham, it's a ship that travels through space and time, everything it does ought to 
interest you" 


"Oh reading about the ship was the bonus; it wasn't what | was looking for" 

"Oh really? Whatever were you up to then?" 

Before Graham could answer, and uncertain if he would truly want to, the fam were 
interrupted by the distressed pleas of an elderly man brandishing a megaphone, 
calling to the sole occupant on the roof of a building complex some fifteen stories 
up. A curious crowd had gathered around him, all staring upwards as he was, and, 
like him, all were fraught with concern. 

"Come down to Earth the easy way sweetheart. Please, for all our sakes don't jump!” 
"Excuse me, but what's happening here?" a most curious Doctor inquired. 

"What does it look like? That's my daughter up there; if she jumps she's a goner" 
"What's your name?" The Doctor asked. 

"Lynn. Lynn Marshall" 

"And hers?" Graham added. 

"Gaillardia” 

"Gaillardia's not dying today Lynn Marshall. Where there's life, there's us" 

The Doctor cut through the steadily gathering crowd, Graham followed her. 

"Doc, can | make a suggestion?" 

"You with an idea Graham? Now | know there's danger. Go on then, out with it" 
"Travel further along her timeline" 


The Doctor reacted with surprise at the boldness of the suggestion. 


"Do what?" 


"If that contraption of yours can be relied on to do its job, you can go forward in 
time, take a quick photo of her and the little one, nip back to the present, and show 
her what she can look forward to" 

"If | put all the pressures of motherhood on her at this crucial moment, it could set 
her off; convince her there's too much work ahead. She'd start to project, and that 
may convince her to jump. The fabric of the web of time would be unravelled. 


Graham, I'm sorry, | can't risk that" 


"Then risk something, for heaven's sake Doc that woman's whole life, as well as 
another, is right in front of her. Where's your sense of responsibility?" 


The Doctor headed back to the TARDIS, Graham in pursuit. 

"You going through with it?" 

"No, I'm taking the ship to where she is, I'm going to try and talk her down directly" 
"I'll back you up" 

The Doctor and Graham clambered into the TARDIS, dematerializing and 
rematerializing atop the roof of the flat that Gaillardia Marshall was dicing with 
death 

"Stay back" she warned. 

"Gaillardia? That's your name right? I'm The Doctor" 


"Keep away, please, I'll jump, | mean it" 


"Humans mean to say and do many things that can inflict harm on one another, 
even when their hearts tell their minds not to" 


"My heart is as black as my mind" 
"No, no it's not, what you're carrying inside of you is what's inside every human. The 
capacity for good, the ability to love. You've been loved haven't you? Most recently? 


It’s right there, with you at the edge of existence, on the very tip of your finger" 


Gaillardia looked down and gazed at the diamond studded ring; her tears dropped 
from her eyes and soaked it upon impact. 


"What's his name?" 

"Elias" 

"Is he...around?" The Doctor continued 
"Spectrox took him last week" 


As soon as this word slipped from Gaillardia's lips, The Doctor was thrust back into 
the wisps of remembrance, recalling the day that she too, in another lifetime, was 
taken by the very same thing. 


"Doc? You OK?" Graham asked, reading the downcast expression on The Doctor's 
face. 


"We're in the Androzani system" 
"You don't sound too pleased Doc" 


"He fell, now so must I" Gaillardia continued, heavy tears running down and ruining 
her make-up. 


Knowing there was more at stake than her own discomfort, The Doctor refocused. 


"Yes, you feel like you should join him...believe me, | know what that's like, there is 
so much I've lost and | wish | could lay down, forfeit all the lives | have still in front 
of me, and join those who have found rest, but | have too much to live for. There 
are lives that need saving, sights that need seeing. You can see all of that too, not 
just for the sake of the spark you carry inside of you. Your life matters, it's just as 
important. If you lose control now, absolutely nothing will matter for either of you. 
Please, please step away from the ledge" 


"You're talking to the wrong person" Gaillardia insisted. 
"Then let me talk to your child" 
"Doc?" 


"| can speak fluent baby Graham!” 


You can speak to little Jamal? From here? How is this possible? Just who or what are 
you?" Gaillardia asked, feeling more emotionally compromised now that she had to 
now process the strange and the unexpected. 


"Will you let me speak to him?" requested The Doctor, "Simple question, I'm in need 
of a vital answer" 


"You do not understand...my heart is as black as my mind, little Jamal? He is my 
heart" 


The Doctor froze as she fully realised the meaning of her words, but she needed 
verification, so she approached the frightened woman, standing atop the ledge 


beside her. 


"Steady there Doc, one false move and you're both going to tumble over" Graham 
cautioned. 


"Stay still, | won't harm you, | just...need to be sure. Sure that you’re right" 


"It'll be alright Gaillardia, don't worry, you just need to let her in, close your eyes, 
take deep breaths" Graham added. 


The Doctor listened carefully, pressing a free hand to her temple, her face 
contorting with something that resembled exerted effort and awe. Her thoughts 
were private to the outside, but within they were being shared between her and the 


thriving life form inside of the conflicted woman. 


Finally, the Doctor let out a sharp gasp which startled Gaillardia, almost causing her 
to fall straight off the ledge. 


"Oh my stars" 

"What is it Doc?" 

"Graham, she's not the one who's suicidal" 
"Then who is?" 


"It's the chi/d she carries. It's the one feeding her these thoughts, it wants to die, 
and it's willing its own destruction" 


CHAPTER II 


"The child wants to end itself Doc? How's it possible to make up your mind 
about life when you haven't even stepped foot in it yet?" 


"It's rare to find a case this unique, but there's a two way telekinetic link 
between mother and child, but in this instance all it knows is the pointlessness 
of life, that we're born, we live, we die, and sometimes we're cut down so swiftly 
and shortly, it's been fed those thoughts ever since Gaillardia's husband died, 
and now it's forcing the mother to do it's bidding and join it's father in 
death...so they can be together" 


"What can we do about it then?" 


"| need to tether the source of the inner aggression to some stage of grace, 
something from the skin of this world it can hold onto, it's a tortured soul in 
desperate need of some positive energy" 


"Yeah, Gaillardia, do you have any mementos of a happy occasion? 
Photographs?" 


The Doctor was left awe-struck, a suggestion so simple that it made the task so 
much less complicated. 


"Graham, that's brilliant" 
Gaillardia reached into her right hand pocket and produced such a photo. 
"| have this. Always. Taken on my wedding day" 


"Good, just...concentrate will you, think of all the great memories you had that 
day, talk to the kid, try to make it understand" 


Graham took the Doctor to one side. 
"Doc, to tell you the truth I'm not really sure this is going to work" 


"Don't you worry; | know exactly what to do next. Thanks a bunch Graham, if we 
pull this off, your next meal's on me" 


The Doctor turned back to Gaillardia. 


"Gaillardia, do as Graham says, focus on the photograph, and also think back to 
anything your husband said to you that day, a joke, a promise, something to 
make you smile or laugh. Think of every emotion the pair of you displayed, I'm 
going to make that tangible. I'm going to bring it to life, it will be the first true 
living memory your child will ever have. When it's born, when it learns its first 
words, that'll be the first question it asks...the mystery of their first memory, 
and why was it someone else's? That's the gift you can bestow on it, its first 
answer, the experience will tether you to one another for life" 


Gaillardia wiped a tear away from her eye. The Doctor extended her hand so 
Gaillardia could take it, steadily stepping off into the ledge and into her arms. 


As Gaillardia took a moment to breath, The Doctor turned to Graham. 


"Now this right here is what I'd call a brilliant day...your brilliance, my brilliance, 
her brilliance, the brilliance of that child she'll have, we're all just brilliant 
people" 


"You're fantastic Doc" 
“Extra points for the euphoric burst of nostalgia you just gave me Graham” 
"Really? What for?" 


"We'll discuss it later, we've got to get Gaillardia off the roof and back to her 
family, her and the baby, safe and sound, with so many questions and the most 
important answer still to give" 


"Alright then, how about we discuss it over dinner? You did say you owed mea 
meal" 


"Fair point, where can we go though?" 


"| can recommend The Good Place, located in lronmendes just east of here" 
suggested Gaillardia, "You can journey there by shuttle pod train. They're open 
right through the evening, although if you must go at night, you'd best dress 
appropriately. They only ever accept black tie at those hours" 


"Oh we've gotten pretty formal for such occasions in the past, right Doc?" 


"Well remembered, let's get Gaillardia settled first, come on you, into the 
TARDIS" 


Not long after, The Doctor left Gaillardia in the care of her family. Lynn was 
incredibly grateful, and invited the team for some brunch at his home. 


The Doctor, wanting to conduct a more thorough reading of the star charts on 
the TARDIS to pinpoint the precise distance between this world and Androzani 
Minor, instructed the rest of the group to take up the offer instead. Graham 
reminded her of their evening plans and that he would do some fact-checking 
of his own in regards to the timetable for the shuttle pod trains en route to 
lronMendes. 


Yaz, however, elected to remain with her; she sensed that, as usual, her alien 
friend was maintaining her own measure of distance from the ‘fam’, keeping 
things to herself. Yaz wanted to give The Doctor a reassuring presence. Even if 
she wasn't willing to share her secrets, The Doctor could at least have 
someone's ear leant to her on several other matters. 


Shortly after selecting his attire for the evening to come from the TARDIS 
wardrobe, Graham and Ryan departed for the Marshall's abode, while The 
Doctor and Yaz remained on board the ship. 


Money was no obstacle for Graham and Ryan as they made their way to a 
luxurious high-rise penthouse complex, christened 7he Weightless Arms when 
the touring colonies were established in 53324. Lynn's generosity and 
gratefulness for the preservation of his family was enough to see the duo 
through to the leisure suites. 


"This is where Gaillardia and Elias spent much of their honeymoon" Lynn 
explained, "Happier days spent in their company. She won't have much need for 
it anymore" 


"Sounds like their marriage was recent" 


"It was" Lynn verified, "There was only sixteen or so days between then and 
Elias' unfortunate passing from Spectrox poisoning. Gaillardia was already 
expecting when they did get married. Poor child." 


As Graham inspected the interior of the suite, the crystalline logs embedded in 
the marble mantelpieces lit up with striking kaleidoscopic embers. The 
temperature in the room rose, and the scent of crisp pine forest oak sap seeped 
through every open pour in the walls. 


"Say Ryan, this sure is a place right? | can feel a fresh spring in my step just 
being around here. I'm good, like, really good" 


"If you gentlemen don't mind, | would like to accompany you to The Good Place 
tonight" suggested Lynn, "There are people | intend to meet up with, but more 
importantly, | want to make sure you both arrive safely" 


"Why? What's so dangerous about going out for dinner?" 


"There have been a number of protests against the Forest Rangers handling of 
the outer crystal rain woodland" Lynn explained, "They've proven most uncivil, 
they're scheduled for a march downtown later this evening" 


"That'll put you and The Doctor right in the thick of things Granddad" Ryan 
realised. 


"All the more crucial | accompany you" Lynn replied. 


"All's good friend, now if you don't mind, I've got to look my best for a certain 
lady" Graham said, a new found spring in his step. 


Back at the TARDIS, Yaz watched on as The Doctor calmly worked at the TARDIS 
console, eager to satisfy her curiosity regarding just how far off the ship was 
from Androzani Minor. 

Yaz was most curious herself. 

"Why so interested in that planet? This Androzani minor?" 


"That's a minor concern for you Yaz" 


"But a major one for you. And no, neither of those lines were funny, from you or 


me 


"| just don't want to find any signs of trouble there, could mean I'd have to go 
back" 


"You can't resist sorting out a little bit of trouble though" 


"It was more than a little trouble last time, it cost me dear once. | lost far too 
much that day" 


"What did you lose?" 


The Doctor turned from the scanners and made direct contact with Yaz as she 
replied, she wanted to convey that this was no exaggeration in as sincere an 
expression as she could bear to manage. 


"My life" 
Yaz was stunned. 
"I'm sorry" she said quietly. 


"It's OK, | died saving another, simple triumphs, but I've never wanted to retrace 
my steps along these parts. It did more than kill me...it changed me" 


"Changed you in what way?" Yaz asked. 


The Doctor became more composed, reflective, and moody as she described 
what amounted to her as a death of innocence and a slander to her character. 


She had felt so different that time, she even found herself asking if this was the 
shape it all took, that sense of everything just drifting, suspended in a shapeless 
void. 


Every voice she’d ever known in that body came at her, all the companions she 
had known, many she’d failed to protect, and then came The Master, taunting 
her, tempting her, demanding she embrace the reality of mental and physical 
entropy, to acknowledge the purpose of death, to become almost it's champion. 


“| refused” she continued, “When | awoke, | was left with a lasting psychological 
scar. | believed the innocence | put on so much during that lifetime had blinded 
me to an ever increasingly violent reality and | had to find some way of stepping 
up. | very nearly became as ruthless as The Master. A paranoid, violent, 
uncompassionate monster, insistent on my own self-preservation, without a 
concern or respect for the needs or feelings of the people around me" 


"But you made it through the other end, as you always do...that's what makes 
you special to us Doctor. You're no monster" 


"Yes, but I'm a coward. I've only faced my fears a handful of times, and only ever 
when something's at stake" 


"If our trip to Oz has proven anything, is you can be a lion as well as a coward" 


The Doctor smiled. After a few more minutes, she completed her analysis and 
began making preparations for her appointment with Graham that evening at 
The Good Place. 


Within the span of over half an hour, Yaz couldn't believe just what a state the 
console room had been left in, as The Doctor fumbled her way through the 
TARDIS wardrobe, leaving piles of discarded clothes laying across the floor, 
some had even found their way onto the centre columns. 


Yaz gasped as her keen sense of smell starting picking up whiffs of something 
burning, she kicked aside some fur coats to reach the source of the smoke that 
was forming. 


The Doctor's head peered out the small changing room, catching a glimpse of 
Yaz's activities. 


"Here, careful with that, they're the latest fashions from Spiradon" 
"You've left the iron on. Again, it's burning a hole in one of your shirts" 


"| know, it's all by design, brilliant isn't it?" The Doctor replied in a self- 
congratulatory manner which didn't impress Yaz. 


"No it's not brilliant, that's a perfectly fine looking shirt and it's ruined now, 
what were you thinking?" 


"Depends, | do a lot of thinking, like whether or not Graham's kept his sights on 
our schedule?" 


"And what do you mean by that?" 
"Tell me he knows when the shuttle train is due?" 


"7: 39...and no, Doctor, that's notin the morning, how many times have | told 
you not to go by military time?" 


"Not every planet has night and day in the same order, | can't keep count of 
when it's coming and going, they slip in between the cracks of history, | stick 
more closely to those" 


"Doctor, he's not going to forget the schedules. He used to be a bus driver 
remember? Give him a timetable and he'll memorize it. Even now, back on Earth 
it's become a bit of a hobby between him and his mates" 


"It's just; we're doing this all his way this time, he suggested we do what every 
tourist here does to get out and about here, no reliance on this old snog box, 
it's seen enough drama" 


"Snog box?" Yaz said, splitting herself hoarse with laughter. 


"That one didn't come from me, it came from a friend" The Doctor admitted, 
thinking back to the incomparable Clara Oswald. 


"You shouldn't treat your appointments like they're a constant drama.” 


"Everything in my life is a drama, I'm not wired to think any differently...life is so 
rich with complexity, even the simplest things follow convoluted rules and 
restrictions...take this restaurant we're going to, yeah? Black tie...where am | 
going to find a tie at such short notice? A chap called Turlough wore out pretty 
much all of them back when he travelled with me. Only time he didn't have any 
on was when he headed off back to Trion...that came out wrong didn't it?" 


Yaz shared with her friend some words of wisdom, which she had meticulously 
formed during this phase of The Doctor's ranting. Perhaps being around her for 
so long had also helped her piece together both the right temper and verbal 
fluidity for this advisory exercise. 


"Everything is a process, the point is to enjoy yourself when you sort all that out, 
then you can look back on all this worry, all this drama if you will, and laugh 
about it with Graham when the two of you have dinner. Drama makes good 
conversations, you'll be at it all evening, trust me" 


The Doctor emerged from the dressing room chambers, Yaz reacted with some 
surprise. 


"Are you...are you really going out like that?" 
"Why? What's wrong?" 


"Nothing it's just...so typically you. | thought you'd strive to be a bit 
more...feminine for once, you know, so you wouldn't have to worry so much 
about black tie" 


Yaz's phone started ringing; she took a moment to answer it. 
"Hello? Yes, oh...oh of course, yeah, she'll be on her way shortly. Just for FOMO, 
what's exactly the time right now? 6:55? And is the schedule still good for you 


two? Yeah, yeah | see...ok, not bad, I'll let her know. Yes...yes, | know she has a 
time machine, that doesn't mean she keeps track of any on odd occasions" 


Yaz switched the phone off and turned back towards The Doctor. 
"That was him?" she asked. 


"That was Aim" Yaz verified, before resuming the call. "Don't worry, if you make 
it to where he is, you'll be early. The train will be arriving two minutes late" 


"Ah, so the schedule couldn't keep track of him, that's better, | like it when time 
becomes your enemy, gives you another reason to head on out there and master 
it yourself. 


Yaz rolled her eyes. 


Fifteen minutes later, The Doctor announced her arrival at the station. Graham 
was waiting for her. To the Doctor's delight, she found him wearing a most 
fetching tuxedo, a velvet black tie tucked into his coat. 


To Graham's own surprise, he found The Doctor was wearing a matching tuxedo 
and shirt. 


"Here | am, all good and proper" 


Graham gave the Doctor a little bit of his patented soft-shoe shuffle, trying to 
bedazzle her on the spot was precision footwork. This only provoked a cheeky 
chuckle from her, as she was more amused rather than impressed. 


Graham seized another opportunity when he noticed that The Doctor's bow tie 
looked somewhat crooked. 


"Here, let me sort you out a bit there" 


The Doctor hummed a little tune to herself while he straightened her bow, all 
the notes were slightly out of key, but in her head this sounded like blissful 
release from all the earlier pressures of the day. 


"Mind asking me what compelled you to grab that one out the wardrobe?" 


"You said it was black tie. Couldn't find one laying about the place, figured the 
coolest thing | could find would suffice" 


"Well, who am /to argue? We've all got to bring a little flavour to a restaurant" 


The Doctor giggled. Graham finished adjusting the bow tie, poking The Doctor 
on the nose with the tip of his right middle finger. 


"There, good as new" 


The Doctor tucked in her lip and closed her eyes briefly, allowing herself to revel 
in the ever decreasing pressure. Around Graham, the drama just all seemed to 
wash away. 


It was at this point Lynn Marshall once more made his presence known to The 
Doctor 


"Ah Doctor, you made it. | trust you're ready for your date?" 


The Doctor was left a little flustered by how her evening out had just been 
described. 


"A date? Oh no, no, we're not involved, not like that. Just mates me and him" 


"The night's still young Doc..." 


"Whatever's gotten /nto you?" 


Before Graham could make his intentions clearer, the shuttle pod docked at the 


station. 


"All aboard Doc?" 


"Thank goodness this is black tie, | don't know what I'd do if our 'date' was at 


the church of the papal mainframe...” 


CHAPTER III 


The trip aboard the shuttle pod to Ironmendes was far from smooth, largely in 
part to the protests. The reason for the train being delayed was partially to do 
with some demonstrators climbing on board the roof of the transport to make 
both a scene and a statement. 


Several of the passengers, including the train's pilot, were worried similar acts 
of anarchy would ensue. They had been lucky no such protests had occurred at 
the last station. 


The Doctor had taken a couple of items to read along the way during the 
journey, an activity book and tomorrow's times. 


"You don't have yesterday's paper on you do you?" Graham asked. 


"Sure | do" The Doctor revealed, "| always use it as a bookmark for the next 
edition, that way | can quickly compare accounts of previous and current 
headline that cover the same topic" 


"Great, | need it to cheat at the crossword puzzle" 


"And you immediacy defile the holy ghost of time travel bestowed upon you' 
joked The Doctor rather cynically. 


"Live a lot, not a little Doctor, that's my saying" 

"When have you ever said that?" 

"Might as well spit it out before | can't anymore" 

"You have plenty of days ahead of you Graham O'Brien" The Doctor assured him. 
"And where were those reassuring words when | asked about my cancer?" 


There was brief, awkward silence, Graham swiftly realised his mistake. Eager not 
to get the evening off on a bad foot, he apologised. 


"Sorry Doc, that wasn't fair" 


"It's alright Graham" 


"No, | mean it. | got a little too ahead of myself there, it's just | feel more alive 
than I've ever been, a wealth of suppressed sensations are resurfacing, things I'd 
tired of, or put aside because of my age. There's a bit of arrogance about that, a 
bit of selfishness" 


"Whenever did you start feeling like this?" 


"Between you and me, it was after I’d been around the sweet scent of success'" 
Graham cryptically answered. 


The Doctor knew something was fishy about all this, but before she could put a 
finger on it; get a feel for what the precise nature of Graham's youthful 
exuberance meant for him, the shuttle pod came to a halt as it arrived at its 
destination. 


The Doctor, Graham, and Lynn disembarked and headed to the Ironmendes' 
pavilion chain along the stretch of its main street. One exquisite restaurant 
complex after another, bright electronic palm trees lighting their path as they 
approached 7he Good Place with relish. 


The Doctor already noticed Graham was licking his lips and rubbing his hands. 
He didn't quite know what awaited him, but it was more the experience he was 
anticipating. The time spent with good drink, good food and even greater 
company. 


However, the entranceway was obstructed by precisely what Lynn had been 
apprehensive about, a teeming outpour of demonstrators causing a scene, 
clashing with the Androzani system's band of Forest Rangers. 


One such forest ranger, Droxil, was doing his best to coordinate the abundance 
of human traffic, clearing a path for all attendees of The Good Place so they may 
enter the restaurant without much complication. 


A simple task, but the execution brought with it its own complications, as much 
of the crowd, while lively, were growing increasingly displeased with the forceful 
and militant tactics of some of the other Forest Rangers. 


Droxil was trying to set himself apart from the rest, to quell rising tempers and 
defuse the tensest of confrontations. 


One protestor clambered up the marble mast of the bridge, gravely alarming 
some of the onlookers, be they Rangers or those they were pushing back 


"Come away from there" Droxil instructed. 

"Bridge over troubled waters" the Protestor said in a taunting manner. 
"Well in this case the water /s very troubling" Droxil remarked. 

"Might as well cool down then" the Protestor proclaimed. 

"Let me talk to him" The Doctor proposed. 

"Are you a guest? Please don't get involved if you are" Droxil advised. 
"Well | am dressed to impress" 

"Oh I'm impressed Doc" Graham added. 

The Doctor took a few steps forward and confronted the protestor, 
"Ok, mind telling us what 'great' cause brings you to this good place?" 


"The last great 'Troxoaks native to this planet. Only two are left. One's in there, 
we're out here, we want it in our hands before its too late, and we won't be 
moved until it's in our hands" 


"This doesn't look a very safe place to be right now" The Doctor cautioned. 
"We don't fear the Rangers" 


| was referring to where you're presently standing. According to my sonic, the 
water is boiling at an almost acidic level" The Doctor confirmed. 


"The whole thing is a mammoth oven where we roast all the seafood we pull up 
from the fishing harbours. The aquatic life here are shielded by protective skin 
layers that have to be thoroughly boiled for us to cut through them so they can 
be consumed" 


"You won't just sleep with the fishes if you fall in there, you'll fry alongside 
them" The Doctor pointed out, "Now, you tell me, is standing up for your beliefs 
worth standing up there with a good percentage of losing your footing and 
falling in?" 


"| didn't think this one through did I?" the Protestor rather sheepishly admitted, 
his embarrassment beginning to show. 


"You lot never do, now come down from there and we'll see about negotiating 
some compromise" 


"We won't negotiate with-" Droxil started, but The Doctor would not let him 
finish 


"—With who? What are these people to you? You don't want to say do you? You 
don't want to entertain the idea they might very well be turned by you into 
something you can control, because that would vilify you absolutely in their 
eyes. They'll see themselves as your biggest obstacle, and so they'll become just 
that" 


"Defund the Rangers!" cried out the Protestor. 

"And that's enough out of you as well. Call the Rangers if you get stuck up a 
forest hillside with no supplies, or order out for food, see what reaches you first 
in a crisis" 

"Look, | think it's best if | can escort you inside” 

"Take me to this oak you have inside, I'll determine if it's worth keeping in their" 
"And who would give you such authority?" 


The Doctor produced the handy psychic paper from her right hand pocket. 


"Administrator for Natural resources, a privilege bestowed upon me by the 
seventh order of the Praesidum" 


"Ok, fair enough, come with me" 


Droxil turned to two of the other Rangers in his squadron, he gestured for them 
to restrain the protestor as he came down from the mast. 


"Don't hurt him" The Doctor warned the Rangers as they led the protestor away. 


"Pockets not quite so empty that time were they Doc? Remember the first time 
we met?" Graham said, trying to make light conversations of The Doctor's 
tactics. 


The Doctor was barely listening. 
"She /s a determined lady" Lynn observed. 


"Yeah, well, she's not the only one who likes to make a song and dance" Graham 
argued, almost like he was conveying an intention to upstage her at some 
juncture or at the very least, upstage and impress her. 


Graham and Lynn, as well as some of the other guests, followed Droxil and The 
Doctor inside. 


Greeting them within was the interior of a lavish ballroom, tables positioned to 
the far left and right sides, leaving plenty of room for socializing, performance, 
and song. 


Placed in the middle of the ballroom was a fountain, with a much fluent stream 
of liquid seeping out of the pours of a mighty oak tree. 


"Here we are administrator, the "ToxOak" 
“Tox, short hand for Spectrox, am | correct?" 


"That it is Ma'am" Droxil confirmed, "It is customary for all guests to mix a 
cocktail with some of the Spectrox and channel it through their bodies so that 
they may be blessed with tremendous vitality. 


"Yes-of course, 7he Good Place definitely lives up to the name- only all these 
guests look well over the age of fifty or so, they'll want to feel younger. A little 
spring in their step, only I've seen what this does, first hand second hand, 
Spectrox costs people their lives, it had its way with me and | won't have it take 
advantage of any more people. This tree shouldn't be here" 


"| think you should bring her down from the mount before we get another 
sermon Mr. O'Brien" Lynn advised. 


"I'm with you on that, she's bound to make a mistake and blow her cover story" 


Graham approached The Doctor just as she was about to give Droxil a telling 
off. 


"You'll have to excuse her, she had a couple of belters before she got here" 
Graham said, coming up with a swift excuse. 


"Yes, of course, pressures of the job right 'Administrator’?" Lynn added, chiming 
in. 
Slightly annoyed that she was being told to stay in her corner or lose any chance 


of dealing with the situation directly, The Doctor nevertheless played along. 


"Why thank you ‘darling’, the sight of that teeming mass outside really spurred 
me on. Always fancied myself a bit of a hero. May we be shown to our seats?" 


"I'll advise the waiter to hold sway on giving you anything extra to drink" 


The three were led to their table. The Doctor gave Graham a condemning 
glance. 


"Now that annoyed me" 


"Sorry Doc, we didn't want you thrown out the place, not when there's a chance 
you can get that tree out of here" 


"Graham's right Doctor" Lynn replied in agreement, "Making a scene is not the 
same as setting the scene. If you wish to stand a chance, and make a real 
difference, you have to play a part" 


"You sound like you want to make something of a difference yourself Lynn, tell 
me...your son-in-law died from Spectrox poisoning, driving your daughter to 
the brink of suicide, perhaps you desire a little bit of payback on this 
establishment yourself?" 


"| have matters to discuss with the establishment, if you'll excuse me" 


Lynn took his leave, leaving The Doctor somewhat befuddled. 


"Strange man, he tailed it before | could finish. Mind you, River's always said 
that about me Took me ages to get what she was referring to" 


"Sorry, River?" 

"The wife" 

"Right, so...women are still your area then" 

"Graham O'Brien, are you jealous?" 

"Oh not at all Doc, I'm glad you've got someone" 

"| had someone" The Doctor replied, a saddened tinge in the tone of her voice. 
"Oh, she's not around then?" Graham asked. 


"Well, suppose you had a friend who travelled with you for a bit, you had the 
odd picnic, you shared the same toothbrush, then it stops all of a sudden. 
That's the thing about life, and death, it's all so sudden. One minute it's there, 
the next it's gone" 


"Just like me and Grace then? I'm sorry to hear that Doc" 


"Don't be, those we're among now give us reason to keep going, so we can 
honour those we lost by continuing to live the life they valued so much" 


This affirmation was all Graham needed to spur him on. 


"That reminds me, | never properly thanked you for being there for me, for all of 
us, when Grace...when...when she left us, and | kind of want to repay you. 
Starting now. A proper thank you. | was wondering, after all this, | was 
wondering if you'd care to...go out?" 


"Go out?" 


"With me | mean, just for some fish and chips, just that, nothing else...and that 
way | can get to ask you more questions that | hope you'd be happy to answer, 
about...me, and, well, how you feel, regarding m... oh I'm useless at this aren't |? 
Just say yes and we'll go out and have a laugh" 


"Graham O’Brien, that was the lousiest attempt at a pick up line I've ever heard, 
it reminds me so much of me, | used to be like this all the time with the wife" 


"Am | going to hear about her all night?" Graham said, a hearty and infectious 
chuckle following it, which also tickled The Doctor a little. 


"If it gives you insight, sure, why not? Romance to me is like playing chess with 
an ostrich; a mind like mine doesn't react to it in quite the same way. | find it 
weird and peculiar. | find women peculiar like that" 


"Then how did you make it work? Your marriage?" 
"It was a very peculiar marriage" 


"And that was just with women right? How do you feel about blokes? About, 
well, me? Am I... gecu/iar?" 


The Doctor was taken aback, surprised Graham would even need her to remind 
him of what happened at Ranscor Av Kolos. Surely he hadn't forgotten? 


"You? You're the strongest person | know" 


"Really? All of time and space, you've met the most extraordinary people, and 
you think | stand out amongst all of them?!" 


"You exhibit the finest qualities | look for in someone Graham, the qualities of 
compassion, of mercy. There have been lives I've lived where I've denied people 
second chances. In spite of what he did to Grace, you chose to spare Tim Shaw. 
You showed that with mercy, warriors can be wiser; they can be brave enough to 
rise above the demand and costs of war" 


"Without you Doc, | would have just thought of it as weakness. | guess that's 
what makes me a peculiar specimen to you. | hope so anyway" 


"Hope's a good thing to carry around too" 


"That wife of yours, it sounds like she got you to smile, that's what we all need 
from you Doc. All smiles" 


At this point, it was now time for the evening's gala entertainment. Couples took 
to the floor as a band gathered to provide the room with a bright and blaring 
blend of show tunes past, present, and future. And the best thing was all of 
what they had been playing were all from centuries further along. To him, they 
were all brand new. 


"Come on, let's dance off our dinner" 


He extended his hand, offering to lift The Doctor out of her chair and be the 
lead in a bit of a waltz. Humouring him, she placed her hand in his, allowing 
him to pull her up and gave her a twirl. 


"There you go; you're on fine form already" 


The Doctor smiled back at him, but while it was authentic, warm, something 
inside of her told her not to unsettled him. He was putting far too much energy 
into making some kind of a performance. Her suspicions made her 
apprehensive, pained with worry. 


He was making a genuine effort to impress her with charm, grace, and 
sophistication. While she appreciated it more than she was ever willing to share 
openly, the conditions still did not feel right. 


She produced her screwdriver. 
"Do you mind if | give you a quick check up?" 


"Doc, just for now, put the toys away OK?! promise you can examine me right 
after, but for now, | want to see how far the rhythm can carry you" 


"| really don't think you're yourself right now" 
"You're right, I'm not, I'm my best self, and I’d like you very much to meet me" 


The music perked up and so did Graham, he proceeded to tap dance at a frantic 
speed, astounding The Doctor with his precision footwork. The Doctor herself, 
not about to be outdone, channelled her experiences with the likes of Sammy 
Davis Jr and pulled out a routine of her own. Both swayed from side to side, 


ricocheting across both sides of the room, and impressing the socialites that 
were gathering to see the two put themselves through some paces. 


As the music slowed down and couples took to a slower burning waltz, Graham 
offered The Doctor his hand again, she took it, and he pulled her closer to him, 
holding her steady, with their feet in perfect synchronicity. Step by step, they 
gently and lightly strolled across the ballroom. 


"You know we haven't held hands like this since we left the Catastrophea" 
Graham acknowledged. 


"That wasn't exactly Paris was it?" she admitted. 
"It had its moments, just like we're having now" 
The Doctor, while flattered, needed to cool Graham's jets a bit. 


"Graham-l...appreciate what you see in me, really, | do, but it's...a complicated 
gig, being what | am, being what | could become in the future, I'm always so 
different..." 


"You always accept the change right? That's not something many of us 
Earthlings can manage, but some of us accept the challenge, all the better if it's 
one that sets us up for a lifetime" 


"Change can be scary" The Doctor confessed, having experienced it several 
times over. 


"Everything with you is, but we're all the braver for it, and I'm as brave as I'm 
ever going to be...brave enough to say this, and you can take it to mean 
whatever you like, and what it means for your future, but for the sake of the 
present, I'm just going to say it Doc. This probably doesn't need saying, you're 
great at deducing the obvious, but it's for my own peace of mind. Doc, I..." 


"Graham?" The Doctor asked as Graham stared blankly at her, she noticed hot 
drips of sweat trickling down from his head. 


"...1 have a splitting headache..." 


Graham suddenly and gracelessly collapsed, The Doctor griping his body as it 
slowly sank to the floor. Waiters, guests and Droxil raced to his location. 
Damming herself for waiting too long, The Doctor scanned Graham's body with 
the sonic. The results were as she expected. 


"Spectrox poisoning...oh Graham, what have you done?" 


"Just took in the sights, the sounds, the smells is all” Graham replied, “You look 
pretty becoming with the lights shining down on you like that" 


The Doctor noticed his voice had begun trailing off, he was now barely coherent. 


A swift and rapturous shattering of glass could be heard as the middling 
attempts to restrain the protestors reached its inevitable apex. With the Forest 
Rangers standing between them and the 'Troxoak, the ballroom descended into 
unrepentant violence. 


The Doctor realized all too swiftly that there were some battles she could not 
win, while she agreed with the protestors cause, if not necessarily their means 
of dealing with the situation, she had a duty of care to her companion. 


"Get him to a hospital. Now!" 


"If it's Spectrox poison, we'll have to treat him at the B.M Medical Installation" 
Droxil revealed. 


"And where is that located?" The Doctor asked. 
"Off world, by transport it should take us fifty three astro cycles" 
"Where?" The Doctor uttered, now most insistent. 


"Androzani Minor" 


CHAPTER IV 


Rocketing towards the B.M installation stationed on Androzani Minor, Droxil's 
Blue Transit vehicle was caught in a precarious situation. 


Droxil screamed into the com-link attached to his helmet, desperate to hear a 
voice on the other end, his hands trembled as he struggled to maintain his grip 
on the ship's steering wheel. 


"Red W, this is Blue Transit, | repeat, this is Blue Transit...its Droxil, they're 
overwhelming us, and | need a clear as path as you can light for us" 


In order to maintain a clear line of communication with Red W, there had to bea 
good visual, a task seemingly made impossible by the murky clouds obstructing 
Droxil's view, making it not just difficult to see, but difficult to accelerate, as he 
feared he might crash into Red W. 


"Sky's a bit murky Doc, is the smog meant to be so flaky?" a babbling Graham 
spoke, looking out the windows. 


"It's the conditions meddling with the exhaust output of the transportation" 
explained Droxil, "They're significantly colder up here. Some of our suns are 
ever so lukewarm; why else do we need to artificially raise our temperatures to 
cook our food? 


"| don't think the mists are clearing Doc, still, nice night while it...lasted...eh?" 


As Graham’s body locked up and he began to slip into unconsciousness, The 
Doctor hurriedly dug deep into her pockets, producing two microscopic dots, 
she placed one on Graham’s forehead and another on her own. 


"I've got too much to say for you to stop now. You keep still, this won't hurt a 
bit" 

"What are those for?" asked Droxil. 

"Something | 'borrowed' from the C.A.L Library, we're getting away from it all for 


a bit, you keep your eye on the skies, and for all that's sacred, don't crash into 
an asteroid. Especially a married one" 


The Doctor pressed down on the two dots, there was a sharp high pitched 
sound, and reality went blank. 


Graham awoke to find himself in a lavish and unfocused realm awash in an 
assortment of even wilder colours, a white hot energy ribbon tearing a splinter 
in the centre of the space he occupied. From out of it stepped The Doctor. 


"| once contemplated whether or not | was a good man. A pal at the time told 
her she didn't know. After a while, upon given an army tailored for destruction 
as a birthday present, | declared | was an idiot. Maybe this is what this all is. 
Little more than an impulsive act of stupidity. But to keep you alive, to keep you 
breathing, sometimes all rational impulses need to take a step back" 


"__.Are we where | think we are?" Graham asked. 


"Our Paris. Where | realised how just important everything up to that point in my 
life was to me" 


"The Catastrophea" 


"Yes, where you and | discovered The Herald, a powerful alien entity moulded in 
my image, a creature we encountered before in Bohemia during the 17th 
Century. We sent it back here, to the Catastrophea, Here, trapped in a logic cube 
with Berraka Dogbolter; we found the Herald had been tortured. Its screams 
would scar any normal being. | wouldn't stand for it. | cou/dn’t’ 


Graham tried warning her about this folly, you did not have to remind her that 
the thing had almost swallowed his planet whole. 


"My response was all too hasty, even though the rationale behind it was simple 
The Doctor continued, “If we could overcome the danger once, we could do so 
again” 


She could not stand to see someone tortured, even a former enemy, but she 
should have been wiser than this, now had been no time to play the fool. 
Someone had told her that once before, in my fifth incarnation, after too many 
people had died that day. 


“| was trying to define The Herald the same way | would typically define myself, 
a foolhardy go lucky, overconfident traveller who relied too much on her own 
wisdom. | wished to treat it as if it were my own reflection” 


And then that pain opted to share itself with The Doctor. 


The Herald's mind opened, pouring into her like blood from an open wound, a 
transfusion of memories, faces, friends and rivals of old. River, Sarah Jane, lan, 
Barbara, Susan, Jaime, Missy. 


Every friendship, and every fracture, emotions she had tried to keep dormant 
within her mind had awoken with tremendous ferocity. 


“| realised to my horror that the Herald was not just a creature that had 
patterned itself on my body to use as a template, it had absorbed everything 
that made me who | was. Mind, body, possibly soul. The Herald was 7e” 


The Doctor had come to realise Graham had been right all along, and that she 
had not been wise that day. The realisation chilled her to the bone. 


“In my state of vulnerability, my mind cast itself back to how we had found the 
Herald in the first place, to the man whose sharp instincts enabled him to pick 
up the Herald's cry for help, who had led the expedition down the tunnels to the 
torture chamber that contained her. That man was you Graham” 


In an attempt to do good, she had overlooked all the negative traits that lay 
within herself, traits that then compelled her unintentionally to fracture the 
Herald, she saw what a fool she had been to try and tame her own self in light of 
that. 


“You Graham could ease my pain. As | held on to you, as you griped me tightly 
in your arms, | felt so safe. Terrified and sad, but content where | was. | was ina 
wise place, a good place. And | didn't fear any future" 


Graham beamed with elation. His mind cast itself back to a clinic in Sheffield. 
Charts, X-Rays, different sort of Doctors uttering words of sympathy that drifted 
from one ear and out the next, telling him that it was up to his cancer to 
determine how long he lived, and never the days where he felt most a/ive. 


"Doc, all these months we've been travelling together, I've never once seen you 
do anything for yourself, | reckon that time owes you in a major way and this 
was the day you got to collect. There's another thing you ought to know, 
something | feel is important for the both of us” 


Graham reminded The Doctor of the moment Dogbolter succeeded in knocking 
The Sanity off of its’ perch, sending both it and The Doctor over the edge, 
tumbling towards the ground below. What Graham recognised in the moment 
The Doctor made impact was the sense of a great weight pressing against his 
heart. 


“The first gut instinct | had when | saw you were OK, that you'd merged with The 
Sanity and The Herald, was to ask just how you felt..." 


",..And | told you how a/ive|l was" The Doctor revealed. 


"That's what we were all put here to feel Doc, if we can't, then why are we living? 
Why are we so in love? Well, with life anyway?" asked Graham. 


The Doctor smiled, she could read between the lines fairly easily. 


"You know | greatly admired someone in my eighth lifetime who often dreamed 
of holding back death, | asked her how it felt once, maybe | was asking the 
wrong person, or maybe the universe was pointing my future in your 
direction...you see, Hername was Grace too" 


Graham took a step closer to The Doctor, brushing her cheek tenderly with the 
tips of his right fingers, taking the time to absorb the sensation of the warmth 
from her lush bright cheeks. 


The Doctor leaned forward, fully prepared, finally, to press her lips against his. 


Suddenly, a distinctive voice could be heard emitting from the shimmering white 
splinter in time. 


"Ma'am? We've arrived" 


The Doctor and Graham glanced back at one another, all the necessary words 
they had exchanged conveying a greater understanding than before of what was 
so sacred between them. 


"We got time for this?" Graham asked. 
"It's your time, and you badly need it" 


"Time to collect on what time owes me then...and in my experience; we're better 
off collecting it fast" 


Hand in hand, they stepped through the tear, out of the mind's eye view of the 


Catastrophea, back towards an uncertain tomorrow, as Blue Transit docked at 
the B.M Installation. 


Elsewhere, Yaz and Ryan were waiting on the pair's return at The Weightless 
Arms. They had already taken a dip in the pool, and were in the process of 
drying off. 


"So Ryan, | heard one of your mates is an uncle?" 

"Yeah, Kevin Slater. They asked me to name him, but I'm no good with names" 
"So what did you do?" 

"| asked The Doctor for suggestions" 

"You sure that was wise?" Ryan asked, "I mean, it's The Doctor, she's been half- 
way around the universe, and she'll have met people with the weirdest, wildest 
names. If you don't want the kid teased mercilessly when he grows up, you stick 
with the kind of names you find on Earth" 

"Why does everyone have to be so ordinary?" Yaz pondered aloud. 


The front door creaked open, and in came Lynn. 


"You're back early, where's The Doctor?" Yaz asked. 


Ryan sensed something was amiss, and the sensation of dread steadily crept up 
on him 


"Where's granddad?" 


"You'd best be seated" Lynn said, as composed as he could be, a secret 
knowledge he dare not tell either of them weighing him down. 


Graham’s eyes were heavy and sandbagged, but he nevertheless persisted in 
opening them. He found himself attached to tubes containing a cocktail of 
medicines that were being slowly pumped into his bloodstream. 


At his side was The Doctor, her head slumped against her folded arms on the 
edge of the table, her eyes closed, muffled snores coming from her. 


Graham liked to watch her sleep. 


A nurse walked in on them. Noticing Graham was awake, she signalled for the 
chief medic. 


Overwhelmed by the bright lights bearing down on him, intimidated by the blips 
of the heart monitor, a terrified Graham called out to The Doctor, hastily stirring 
her back into consciousness. 


"Doc? Doc?" 

"I'm here, don't worry, relax, you've been through a tough ordeal" 
"I'm scared Doc" Graham confessed, trembling. 

The Doctor clutched his hand tightly. 


"No need to be, absolutely no need to be. The staff took good care of you; 
you're one of the luckier ones. | don't think even Gaillardia's husband made it 
here before he passed" 


"| don't understand what happened, | had such energy in me, felt like a new 
man, like | could do anything" 


"Spectrox is a chemical that stimulates parts of the body let down by aging, it 
can prolong life, but it also has side-effects, it can kill if exposed to a greater 


amount than normal. It almost destroyed me when | was last here, on this 
planet" 


"And you came back?" Graham said, astounded at her bravery. 
"You needed help; | can't always stay a coward" 
"You've never been that Doc" the weary Sheffield citizen assured her. 


"Graham...| have to ask...where were you when you started feeling this way. Like 
you were making the world turn for you?" 


The Doctor froze when she heard his reply. 


"We were at Lynn's hotel. 7he Weightless Arms" 


CHAPTER V 


Graham's life signs eventually improved, luck and swift thinking had saved him, but 
for Lynn, luck and time's champion were not on his side. 


Taking Blue Transit back to Sevron, a weakened Graham in tow, The Doctor touched 
down close to where the TARDIS was. Yaz and Ryan were waiting outside. 


"Granddad!" Ryan cried as The Doctor and Droxil helped carry his weary body into 
his waiting arms. 


"Stay in the TARDIS, look after him, I'll be back as soon as | can" The Doctor 
instructed. 


"What happened to him?" Yaz asked, demanding an answer, but The Doctor was far 
too distanced to provide any true clarity, there was work to be done. 


"Just do as | say" she snapped. 
The Doctor took off in Blue Transit, headed for The Weightless Arms. 


Touching down directly next to the establishment, she used the sonic to bypass the 
security locks on the doors and took several scans of the place. Heading down the 
west section of the lobby, she was stopped in her tracks by security, who denied her 
access. 


"You can't go in there ma'am" 


The Doctor held up her psychic paper, once again her credentials as natural 
resources administrator came through for her, and paid up in divans' as she was 
escorted to precisely what she was seeking. 


"We've been waiting on an administrator to start arranging disposal procedures for 
the better part of six months. Guests are starting to sense the smell rather than the 
scent...doesn't matter how much from the other one we 'borrow' from 7he Good 
Place, there's no ridding ourselves of an odour that potent" 


The Doctor was led into a cornered-off area of the botanical lounge, there, to her 
dismay, stood a withering, decayed 'Troxoak tree oozing black secreted liquid 
which, with the temperatures of the room being as warm as they were, was slowly 
baking it like tar over cracked cement. 


"One of the last remaining 'Troxoaks | presume?" 


"It's hardly much of anything now. Mr. Marshall was insistent on not calling you 
sooner, but we all here just figured he was being stubborn, not wanting the loss of 
his own oak to be viewed as a disaster for PR" 


The Doctor pondered over this explanation, and gradually drew her own 
conclusions. 


"He didn't want to lose any business, so he made arrangements for loans of the 
Spectrox samplings from the resources stationed at 7he Good Place. He filtered it 
through this place as a scented fragrance...but the idiot didn't reckon on it also 
having the same side-effects. These trees are old and aren't being replaced; the 
Spectrox contained within is also aging, becoming more potent and dangerous” 


The Doctor took a step towards the Oak, and, with a wave of her sonic, set off a 
swift and ever so brief volatile reaction that caused a once mighty beast of the 
forest to gently and mercifully wither and die. 


Having seen all she needed to, The Doctor headed back to the Marshalls’ flat to 
request an audience with the proprietor of The Weightless Arms. 


"Gaillardia, where's your father?" 
"He's on the roof. Spot of stargazing. Why?" 
"It's urgent | speak with him" 


Gaillardia climbed up the spiral staircase that led to the roof and opened it, allowing 
The Doctor passage. 


Lynn was, indeed, present, observing the stars on an old telescope, standing ona 
wooden box close to the edge of the building, 


"| trust your friend made it?" he asked. 


"Graham will make it. Question is, will you?” 


"He tried you know, Elias, he tried to warn me, he'd been complaining about how 
unwell he'd been feeling when he and Gaillardia booked their honeymoon suite, 
how the fragrances were so unlike the safer resources I'd been utilising. When | told 
that my own reliable resources had decayed and died, he argued that | needed to 
stop, that something was wrong with it. He even got word out to the protestors 
when | refused to listen. He was the one who let them know the one oak left was 
stationed at 7he Good Place" 


"And you didn't think of footing the bill for his care at the B.M installation, you just 
let the Spectrox slowly take him apart piece by piece. Murder by neglect" The 
Doctor summarised, "You only spared us no expense because you owed us for your 
daughter and grandchild's well being, otherwise they'd both have left you too" 


"It doesn't make a difference though does it?" asked Lynn, "The Spectrox on this 
planet is all but depleted or is past its sell-by-date, people can't feel good about 
staving off their predatory twilight hours any longer, the 'Troxoak over at 7he Good 
Place was destroyed when the protestors stormed the building, | have 

lost everything" 


"Your daughter, your grand child, is what you have to live for now. 7hey are 
everything, worth more than five star rates, worth more than money, you should 
learn to appreciate time spent with them, as they get older, everyone grows wiser" 


"Please..." Lynn begged, "If Gaillardia finds out...if she has the slightest inkling | had 
a hand in... 


“In almost taking it all away from her? Assuming you survive this, | figure you'll own 
up to it of your own accord" 


ie 


Assuming | survive...?" Lynn asked, confused. 
"That is nota very good place to stand" 


Lynn looked down, seeing the clear pavement on the streets below, hardly anyone 
out, a lacking turnout compared to the show his daughter had put on not too long 
ago. Nobody would notice at this time of day, nobody would talk, only those he 
affects will know, and they will wonder why. 


Perhaps they should be left to wonder. 


He needed a second opinion of course, but when he turned his head, he found The 
Doctor was gone. He was alone with his thoughts. 


And his thoughts were so much crueller. 


RRK 


In the TARDIS, a fit and healthy Graham was up and about, having slept off the rest 
of his recovery in his room. He noticed The Doctor had left him some 18th century 
clothing to wear en route to their rendezvous with Mary Shelly. 


He wandered back into the TARDIS console room to the ecstatic delight of Yaz and 
Ryan, also dressed in appropriate attire for the period. 


"Just so we're clear, we aren't larping in these right?" Graham asked 
"That's the fun of blending in isn't it?" a joyful Yaz responded. 

Ryan looked to his left and right, looking for signs of one other 

"Hey, where's The Doctor?" 

"Right here" The Doctor replied, looking the part for the 18th century also. 


"So, Doc, how many times have you ever been to Paris looking like that? | bet you 
caught a few wandering eyes" 


"Pardon?" The Doctor replied, seemingly oblivious. 
"You know, where we were, ‘our’ Paris...when | was in a bad way" 


"Oh, that...did | say something like that? One can't tell with a lucid two-way pattern 
weaver, you can't tell whether it's you talking or if you're just stimulated more by 
the dream state. Some people can remember more clearly than others, was it a 
good dream?" 


Graham was somewhat resigned to the rejection, and didn't want to push things 
further out of respect for The Doctor, who's mind it appeared had been made up in 
regards to them. 


"Yeah, yeah it was priceless. And timeless" 
"Great, back to reality for all of us then" 
"Doc, just tell me this...are we OK? You and me?" 


"Yeah, yeah we are. A/ways" 


The Doctor dashed over to the controls and punched in the space/time co- 
ordinates, crossing her fingers and hoping that she'll stick this next landing. 


Ryan approached a crestfallen Graham, who was trying to act a bit chipper. 


"She's lying, she's got to be. If you can remember what happened there, so can she, 
she's only saying those things 'cause she's awkward" 


"Maybe we ought to stop accelerating Ryan, diving in head first almost killed me, 
when we go dancing next time she shouldn't have to worry I'll die in her arms that 
night. | want that night to be something we treasure, not something we can't look 
back on because it hurts too much" 


"So you're putting the brakes on this then?" Ryan asked. 


"Yeah Ryan, if you want to put it that way...we're on a bit of a break" 


EPILOGUE 


Graham didn't know it then, but events had been set in motion that would make 
the break seem substantially longer...and, in a relative sort of way, hardly that 
long at all. 


A chilling encounter with a lone Cyberman at Villa Diodatti would take all of 
them towards an Earth of the future, where Graham would meet another woman, 
Ravio, full of fire and ferocity, hungry for the taste of Cyberman blood, with an 
aurora of authority that commanded respect. 


She journeyed with them from Earth of the future, to Gallifrey, to Earth of the 
past, and from there, she would find it but a minor struggle to settle. 


One would assume Ravio, after all, had a handy tour guide by her side to help 
her adjust. But the task was so much simpler when you consider the alternative 
theory, and there were many. The most prevalent being that she was not of any 
time, any place, and one could even say she was ¢timel/ess. 


Her bond with Graham came swiftly and naturally, like they'd been around each 
other all their lives, they knew when to take one another's lead; they knew how 
to speak an unspoken language. Both enjoyed the thrill of adventure and 
discovery. 


When Graham decided it was best to stay fixed to the soil of the Earth, to stay 
with his grandson, Ravio stayed with him, having hidden herself across time and 
space a thousand times over in different forms, she always knew when and 
where to settle, taking as much time as there was in abundance to recharge her 
batteries, and maybe give those she remained loyal to something of a lasting 
ever after. 


Eventually Ravio confessed her truth to an understanding Graham. 


A couple of months later, she got sick. Covid was what ultimately took her in 
the end, but that moment in itself had been well prepared for. 


She told Graham in the hospital that she had written herself a letter, a letter she 
couldn’t reca// writing, instructing her to carry a memento with her before she 
passed. An old fob watch. 


As eternal rest took hold of her, she pried open the watch. When she awoken, 
she found she had given several surgeons and nurses a Story to tell to as many 
of their descendents as they would live to see. When asked by Graham what she 
was doing wearing a face he had only just recently said goodbye to. She said 
she was simply revisiting an old friend. 


He was, of course, a bit sceptical at first, and as that particular cloudy morning 
turned first to afternoon and night and they retired to bed, the mists 
undoubtedly cleared when 'Ravio' reminded him of the task that Yasmin Khan 
had set upon her just a few days before. 


Baby names. 

"Bryson? Why couldn't you call him something like Bradley, this is mad Doc" 
"Hey, it's a perfectly Earthly name, it's just as well | didn't call him K-Pax" 

"| thought you otherwise would have gone for something out of this world" 


"Trust me, naming the baby the way | did will lead to an out of this world 
experience. In thirty-eight years time, a special device will be assembled by 
NASA, larger in scale to hypothetical Dyson constructs, to trap particles of fallen 
star clusters circulating black holes, harnessing their energies and transmitting 
findings back to Earth. They'll label it the Bryson sphere, named after Bryson 
Marcus Slater" 


Graham was left dumbstruck. 


"This whole process was just so you could stick a label on something in the 
future?" 


The Doctor smiled. 

"I'm a labeller now" 

"Well I'd think of something a bit more commercial than that" 
"Did you have something better in mind?" 

"Yeah. Something that sums up th/s whole thing" 


"What's the word then?" 


“Nuts” 


There was a brief pause, before 'Ravio' asked Graham another question, one of 
far more pressing concern to his health and mortality, 


"Do you still worry? About your cancer?" 
"Sometimes, yeah, why?" 


"They say the fear of the unknown is a lot worse than when it actually arrives-— 
when it does-no, if it does, you won't give in to it, you'll stare it dead in the eye, 
the face of death itself, and you'll say 'you come and find me, and you drag me 
away, but | won't contribute’, because you're strong Graham, the strongest man 
| know, | meant every word of that-the fear is there, but here you are too. 
Standing still while the tide threatens to wash over you, refusing to be pulled in. 
Promise me you never will" 


"| can try Doc" Graham replied 

The Doctor, 'Ravio', leaned forward and gave Graham a soft kiss on the cheek 
"Glad you heard me" 

"Took you more than a minute, but you got there" Graham joked. 


"The important take away from that is, after all I've seen, who I've been with, I'll 
always make time for you" The Doctor assured him. 


"Tell me Doc...are we dreaming?" he asked. 

"We're in a good place aren't we?" The Doctor asked. 
"Yeah, yeah we are" Graham acknowledged, smiling. 
"Then dreams do come true" 


The Doctor laughed, kissed Graham tenderly on the cheek once more, and 
turned off the light. 
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